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FOREWORD 

We, here in lyric California, felt a keen thrill when 
a morning of June Nineteen Seventeen the lines, "The 
Wind Before the Dawn", appeared on the Editoral page 
of the San Jose Mercury-Herald. Their writer, Edith 
Daley, had long woven the magic of verse in her quiet 
world, but not many had yet recognized the music into 
which she put her biirning thought. Now we heard and 
knew. 

Then the Literary Digest reprinted and gave a most 
praiseful word; and the Argonaut recognized the new- 
voice — republished the entire poem. 

In the following pages, it will be noted, there are 
three new, refreshing phases of poetic thought in songs 
that appeal to the heart: one dealing with the war- 
spirit, one with the woman's soul, one with the heart of 
nature. We commend these stanzas to the lovers of 
strong and beautiful ideals. The earth and stars are 
glad when a new singer comes. 

HENRY MEADE BLAND. 
San Jose, California, 
November, 1917. 



AUTHOR'S NOTE 

This little book would be incomplete without a 
word of gratitude to Samuel T. Clover for generous 
help and encouragement given while he was Editor of 
the Los Angeles Graphic, in which a number of these 
poems appeared. E. D. 
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THE ANGEL IN THE SUN 

/ sonv an angel standing in the sun. 

— ^Revelation. 

I saw an angel standing in the sun, 
And he was fair as innocence is fair ; 
Upon his face the smile that children wear 
Whom Gtod hath put to sleep; and one by one, 
The radiant rays of morning merged, to run 
In circling flame of light around his head ; 
And passionless his glances as the dead, 
And pure as Love that lives when Hope is done. 
Incomparably beautiful and good. 
He smiled above the troubled world of men 
Till ways made desolate grew glad again. 
Earth waited but his word, and understood 
That when he speaks the din of war shall cease,- 
The Angel in the sun, whom men call Peace ! 
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THE WIND BEFORE THE DAWN 

How beautiful upon the mountains are the feet of him 
that bringeth good tidings, that publisheth peace. 

—Isaiah 52:7. 

Since the cherubim o'er Eden flashed the menace of 

the sword 
Upon sacrificial altars hath the blood of martyrs poured. 

Through long ages, dark with midnight, though its beams 

fell faint and far, 
God's own hand within the shadow kept alight Hope's 

guiding star, 

While the slaves of greed and power, God-endowed to 

think and feel. 
Sought their heritage of Freedom in war's thunderous 

appeal. 

But at last the boasted power of the inborn right of 

Kings 
Vanisheth before the sunlight that the dawn of Freedom 

brings! 

There is clang of breaking fetters and the crash of fall- 
ing thrones, 

For a strange new note is sounding in the war's chaotic 
tones ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



11 



In the throes of deadly conflict, crowns and kingdoms 

pass away, — 
Like a storm before the coming of a new and perfect 

day. 

Lust of power and possession, all oppression's heUish 

spawn 
Flee before the vibrant whisper of the wind before the 

dawn ! 

For a great World- Pow^r waketh that shall bid the 

strife to cease, 
And intone war's benediction in a sacred hymn of Peace! 

Beautiful upon the mountains are the feet of him that 

brings 
To the serf and bondman, Freedom, gives them Liberty 

from Kings! 

Soon the lifting smoke of battle shall America reveal 
As the Bearer of the Message and the Keeper of the 
Seal; 

For the call across the waters hath a mighty nation 

heard, — 
And they rise as men and brothers ! They shall speak the 

final word 

Under Freedom's starry banner, men of brain and men 

of brawn, — 
For the Power of the Nation is the wind before the 

dawn! 
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AMERICA AND ENGLAND 

O Mother England, in thy need 
Thy sons across the sea, — 
Strong children of thy Lion-line, — 
Though long estranged from thee and thine. 
Offer their lives to thee! 

The sons of Kings, thy children kept 
The promise of their youth ; 
Though loosed from fetters of thy will, 
Within their blood is flowing still 
Thy chivalry and truth. 

O Mother England, thus the God 
Who rules all Destiny 
Ordained: that from the scattered seed 
A nation grown, in time of need 
Should stand, allied with thee. 

Thus kindred nations shall preserve 
Their sovereign Liberty ; 
For they who share one tongue, one creed, 
One inborn love of Right, shall lead 
Their hosts to victory! 
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CAN WE FORGET? 

O Heroes of the Marne! Above your graves, 
On shell-torn height or devastated plain, 
To prove your sacrifice was not in vain, — 
Beside your flag our starry banner waves! 
For we who share your love of Freedom feel 
Across the sea, the strength of your appeal. 

O Heroes of the Marne ! Your children plead, 
And never shall they suflFer hunger-pain; 
With loving offerings of gold and grain 
Our sympathy encompasses their need. 
For when we hear your orphaned children 

cry,— 
A million tender hearts throb one reply ! 

Within this darkened hour can we forget 
The debt we owe to France, — her Lafayette? 



LIFE 

Mount Pisgah — ^gray Gethsemane; 

Dawn-hope and midnight- fear ! 
A rapture and an agony ; 

A smile — a tear! 
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THE ANNUNCIADE 

From the gray Garden of Gethsemanc 
The stony path leads up to Calvary; 
And in the shadowed place where Mary stood 
A world of mothers merge their Motherhood 
In sacrificial partnership with God. 
Along the Virgin's path of pain they trod 
From the first hour of their Annunciate; 
And now, beside Love's cross they weep and 

wait 
As Mary wept and waited ; and there lies 
Her agony reflected in their eyes. 

Blessed Annundade ! Upon the cross 

God's plan of World Redemption crowns your 

loss ; 
And seals, for mighty nations yet to be, 
Their heritage of blood-bought Liberty! 
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TO FRANCE 

O France! Across the sea 

We weep for thee ! 
Thy lilies, crushed by lust and greed and hate! 

With sympathy we hear 

The falling tear 
That wells from thy warm heart, made desolate. 

With throbbing pulse we feel 

The strong appeal 
Of all thy sacrifice, thy loss and pain; 

That Liberty may live 

To thee we give 
Our lives, our gold, our sheaves of ripened grain. 
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WHILE WOMEN WAIT 

Into the discard, silently, 
They cast their silk embroidery. 
Their hands, with unaccustomed work 
Tremble ofttimes but do not shirk; 
And words are few for hearts are full — 
And tears are knitted with gray wool — 
For men their tryst with Truth must keep 
V While women wait — and knit — and weep. 



WITH MUTED STRINGS 

The harpstrings of Uife not a melody waking! 
The broken chords tremble and wail for the dead 
Since Power and Passion their blood-thirst are slaking. 
And far from her citadel, Reason hath fled ! 

O God of the nations! Is civilization 

Remote from man's concept, is Peace but a name? 

As men and as brothers, and nation to nation, 

Our hearts break with pity, our heads bow in shame! 
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THE WHITE ROSE AND THE WIND 

Living love is in the garden, passion whispers in the 
breeze ; 

Mated birds their homes are building in the leafy, shel- 
tering trees. 

There is madness in the sunshine where its golden kiss- 
es fall 
On the white and purple lilacs dripping sweetness by 

the wall- 
Beauty wakes and robes the garden in a mantle softly 

green; 
Hand in hand go sun and shower, wreathing flowers in 
rainbow sheen. 

Yellow daffodils are living golden dreams beneath the 

skies ; 
Heaven's blue is caught and prisoned in the new-born 

violet-eyes. 

Hyacinths, beside the tulips, lift their fragrant faces up, 
Drinking love's own dewdrop-nectar from a tilted, blood- 
red cup. 
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Spring goes drowsing into Summer, but her blue-gray 

eyes unclose 
Just to glimpse the glowing beauty of the South Wind's 

love — the Rose! 

Low the South Wind bends to kiss her, for his ardent 
spirit knows 

All the calm, sweet strength of loving in the golden- 
hearted Rose. 

At his kiss a flush of crimson tints the fragile petal-tips. 
Like a maiden-blush arising at the touch of lover's lips. 

Tis the trembling birth of passion in the dream of pure, 

first love, — 
Blending lark's heart-breaking rapture with the tender 

note of dove. 

Through the radiant days of summer other flowers bloom 

and fade, 
But the Rose waits in the garden like a loving, mortal 

maid, — 
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Waits, still trustful and believing, for her brief life's 

promised bliss, 
Though the South Wind lightly left her with that first 

impassioned kiss. 

Prideful, flaunts he newer triumphs in the steadfast 

Rose's face, 
Kissing, shamelessly, the poppies where they sway in 

wanton grace! 

Still the Rose awaits her lover, till the South Wind, rush- 
ing by. 

Leaves the garden's ravished sweetness when the pop- 
pies scattered lie. 

Sighing, droops the Rose and withers; broken-hearted, 

paler grows, — 
There remains within the garden but the memory of a 

Rose* 

Autumn's gentle tears of pity fall in raindrops coldly 

sweet 
On a drift of fallen petals at a lonely rose-tree's feet ; 
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While the gray ghost of the South Wind moans, too 

late, alone, apart, — 
For the red fruit on the rose-tree is a dead WTiite Rose's 

heart! 

From the pinnacle of passion is a dizzy height to fall. 
But the love-mad heed no warning when a lover's red 
lips call. 

Though a pure love's deep desire is a vital, living breath, 
Yet the touch of flaming passion is the searing kiss of 
Death. 



THE WHISPER 

Within the deeps of every human soul 
(To prove its kinship with the Deity) 
The whisper of Infinitude is heard, — 
As in the shell a murmur of the sea. 
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IN THE CALIFORNIA REDWOODS 

O Shrine of God's Eternal Harmonies! 

Here, to the waiting solitudes of soul, 

The mighty echoes of the Ages roll 

Creation's Infinite Antiphonies. 

Primeval glory breaks in silent seas 

Along the sacred, living-columned aisles 

Where earth's remembered morning radiance smiles 

To nothingness man's proud philosophies. 

Star-pinnacled Cathedral of the Trees! 

Beneath thy dome God's harmonies are clear 

As call of night to star or sun to sphere ; 

Here men forget their human destinies 

Till wonder lifts to worship, prayer to praise, 

While passes Time's Processional of Days. 
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THE VALLEY'S EASTER GOWN 
(Santa Clara Vattey) 
Of emerald and gold brocade 
The bodice and the skirt are made; 
And radiantly shimmers down 
The court-train of her Elaster gown. 
The gleams upon each velvet fold 
Are poppies, wrought in living gold! 
The sleeves and panniers, soft and fine, 
Are Dresden silk, in quaint design 
Of dainty, flowering orchard-trees, — 
Dame Nature's hand-embroideries 
Of cherry, prune and apricot; 
But for each fluffy shoulder-knot 
The Weaver made a special loom 
And wove pink-tinted peach-tree bloom! 
And lest her lovely face should tan 
She shields it with a feather fan; 
Its amber sticks are sunbeams bright; 
Its plumes, — cloud-feathers, snowy white! 
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And when the feather fan unfurls, 
(Hung from a chain of dewdrop-pearls) 
A little, vagrant, laughing breeze 
Flutters the silk-embroidered trees! 
The crowning glory of her dress 
Is Nature's emblemed "Happiness*'; 
For just above the pink and white 
A joyous bluebird wings its flight! 



WEALTH 

A tear for the past; for to-morrow, a prayer; 

But a paean of praise for to-day ! 
Though I lack golden store and jewels to wear, 

Irove is mine — ^to give away! 
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THE INLAND SEA 

Like the rippling waves of ocean 
Is the meadow-grass in motion, 
All its billows capped with flowers for the white foam of 
the sea; 
Swift-winged swallows skimming over 
Red-topped waves of dewy clover. 
While above the scented billows whir the hummingbird 
and bee. 

Errant winds the waves are swaying 
Where the butterflies are playing, 
Making love to mist-fine blossoms like the wind-blown 
ocean spray; 
And the south wind's meadow-kisses 
Know a joy the sca-brcczc misses, 
For it roams with gypsy vagrance all the whole wide 
world away! 
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Like the singing billows breaking, 
Deep, soul-stirring cadence waking, 
As they reach to touch the waiting shore with eager 
finger-tips, 
Fields of blossom-crested billows 
Swirl around low-drooping willows, 
Just to kiss the wooded hillside with their fragrant, wild- 
rose lipsl 

As the good ships seaward going 
On the strong tides ebbing, flowing, — 
So the harvesters will sail adown the sea of ripened 
grain; 
And the golden waves, receding, 
Hear a meadow-laric's low pleading 
For the sea-gull cry that sounds above the misty, gray- 
waved main. 
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A BALLADE OF CALIFORNIA 

Incarnate Beauty, starry-eyed, 
To earth mysteriously strayed, 
And in this land of spaces wide 
Her magic robes outspread, and made 
Of blue and gleaming gold and jade 
A Paradise; and men have trod 
The ways of Beauty, unafraid. 
And climbed her lifted hills to God. 

Romance with deathless glory dyed 
The sunset skies; and Time delayed, 
Benignantly, the turning tide 
While matins chimed and padres prayed; 
The paths of gold are deeply grayed 
With dust of dreams ; but they who plod 
The upward miles of sun and shade 
Will reach the hills that lift to God. 
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Abundance here hath not denied 

Her debt to Beauty; it is paid 

In Nature's coin ; on every side 

The silver-headed wheat is weighed 

By summer winds; and boughs are swayed 

By golden fruit; they bend and nod 

While flaming poppies glow and fade 

Along the hills that look to God. 

Envoi 
Beauty no richer realm arrayed 
Than this: where poppies drown the sod 
In orient ^eas; and, gold-besprayed, 
The steadfast hills keep faith with God. 
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THE GOLDEN ROSE 
As a flower the earth adorning 
Is the fragrant summer morning, 
For a golden rose, unfolding, is the magic dawn of light ! 
And a drift of golden petals 
Over hill and valley settles, 
Just to cover all the starry-eyed, black poppy-buds of 
night. 

Golden rose, — a new creation! 

And the light- winged lark's elation 
As it trills a lilting cadence to a sky of tender blue, 

Is a deep, heart-thrilling measure, 

Joy it feels in every treasure 
Of the sparkling stream and meadow in a world created 
new! 

Summer winds breathe low to listen 
When the golden petals glisten, 
For the singing pine and sea-waves all the melody pro- 
long! 
I4ke a band of winged fairies 
Come the warbling, wild canaries, — 
Feathered beams of flashing sunshine, living brooks of 
silver song! 
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LAMENT OF MARCH 

So brief, so brief life's little day! 

The fragrant, violet-springtime way 

No recompense for travail pain 

Of cloud-racked sky and falling rain! 

The blossom-children born to me, 

Sun-cradled on the orchard-tree, 

It breaks my yearning heart to leave; 

I go, O Year, but deeply grieve! 

The orchard blossoms may not know 

The Mother-month who loved them so; 

Their tender, sim-warm, summer-kiss 

My eager, loving lips shall miss. 

And bluer skies than mine shall see 

My blossoms' fruit-maturity ! 
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A BAiXADE OF AUTUMN 

The autumn hills are dull and brown, 
The autumn skies arc touched with gray; 
And one by one, from Summer's crown, 
Fall leaves of laurel, leaves of bay. 
The fallen emblems of decay 
Are drifted deep upon the lawn 
By wailing winds, that seem to say, 
"Where are the April flowers gone?" 

The Summer trails a tattered gown 
Through purple haze; a screaming jay, — 
Of laughing rills the nomad-clown, — 
Calls, jestingly, for her to stay ; 
But jest nor prayer can fate delay. 
And silent as soft-footed faun, 
She vanishes like bloom of May 
Or April flowers, — lost and gone! 
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In maple groves beyond the town 
Autumn's triumphal banners sway; 
And Summer lays her sceptre down 
Resignedly ; a glowing spray 
Of goldenrod, with friendly ray, 
Illumes the timeless depths that yawn 
For her who goes, uncrowned, astray, 
The way of April, lost and gone. 

Envoi 
Time hath no road to yesterday, 
No way to Life's remembered dawn; 
Dream after dream will drift away 
Like April flowers, — lost and gone! 



A WOMAN'S HEART. 

If man could measure Time and Space, 
If he had power to read the stars ; 
If it were given to reach the place 
Where Time the tide of Life unbars ; 
If human intellect could trace 
The plan behind all destinies. 
Then might be understood in part 
The mystery of mysteries, 
That complex thing, — a woman's heart! 
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THE BIRTH OF THE POPPIES 

March weeps ; full well earth knows her need, 
And, where each rain-tear falls, a hidden seed 
From winter sleep awakes to radiant bloom! 
And through the days of sun or nights of 

gloom, 
March, comforted, clasps closely to her breast, 
Her soft, green breast, each golden poppy- 
child, — 
Eyes dim with tenderness that lately smiled, — 
And goes into the dark with heart at rest. 



ADVENTURING 

To-day we go adventuring 

Out in a rain-sweet world, 

To hear the lark and robin sing 

Where meadow-marshes sk)rward fling 

Blue blossom-flags, unfurled! 
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THE RED ROSE 

Where yestereve red roses overspread 

The garden wall, 
The last fair blossom droops a weary head 

And petals fall. 

The fragrance of the golden-hearted rose, — 

Its vital breath, — 
No more outpours; upon the wind it goes 

The way of death. 

Flaming across the purple twilight skies 

Like a rose blest 
With wings and song, a redbird flies 

Unto its nest. 

The rose is dead! The living bird, — who 
knows ? — 

lyight-winged, elate. 
May be the spirit of the deep red rose 

Reincarnate ! 
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PURPLE WISTARIA 

Deeply in love with life, it does not wait 
The slowly played accompaniment of leaves; 
It runs along the rooftree and the eaves 
And sways upon the trellis by the gate; 
And, while the air its flower-tones perfume, 
Breathes out its passion-song of purple bloom. 



APRIL 

Restless and eager, with eyes deeply gray; 

Lips warmly red as a pomegranate flower ; 
Wild with desire and wantonly gay, — 

Melting to tremulous tears in an hour I 
Dreamily tender or stormily wild, — 
Soul of a woman, and heart of a child t 
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DECEMBER 

Motherly, tender, sad-eyed but serene. 
Trailing her garments of mist-heavy haze 
Over bare hills and sere valleys between, 
Down the gray-lighted, cathedral-dim ways. 
Treads the Year softly, and smiles as she goes, 
Clasping, close clasping a December rose! 

Age-weary, pain-burdened, deeply bereft, 
Into the silence the Mother Year goes; 
Clinging with passion to all that is left, — 
Child of her loneliness, December rose! 
Treads the year softly, sad-eyed but serene, 
Over bare hills and the valleys between. 
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MATERNITY 

Gray is the sea 
And gray the skies, 
And deeply gray love's tender eyes 
That plead with me 
Passionately ! 

But oh, the way is dark with fears! 
And oh, my eyes are dim with tears! — 
I dread the unknown years! 
The sea of life is deep and wide, 
With strong, relentless passion-tide; 
With lonely dark around, above, — 
How frail the barque of love! 
When wild the winds of flood-tide wail 
Can love's rose-tinted, silken sail 
Against the storm prevail? 
(But gray as tender twilight skies, 
Love's wistful eyes!) 

Through rushy sedge 

That rims the edge 

Of rocky cliffs, I climb the steep 

Beside the moaning deep; 

And oh, the graves within the grass, 

They mock my love-dream as I pass! 

For what am I, that I should dare 

Love's crown and seal to wear? 
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And yet and yet 

The harbored ships at anchor fret 
To cross the bar and sail the sea, 
To brave its luring mystery 
Triumphantly ! 

(And warm as sunlight on the ships, 
Love's rose-red lips!) 

Was it a dream, — 

Or did I hear 

Above the seagull's eerie scream 

A nestling lark's low carol near 

The lonely graves? 

O wailing wind from ocean caves! 

You bear, on wild-complaining breath, 

The cradle-song to mock at Death. 

O tender, brooding mother-bird! 

Your note of joy, — love's final word 

Of rapt maternal ecstasy, 

Life's message in your song to me, — 

My hesitating heart hath heard. 

Within my breast 

Fears sink to rest. 
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The way of life that Nature meant 
Shall be my path of soul content, — 
The way across the dream-sweet sea 
Of Motherhood's deep mystery. 
(For stronger far than life's alarms, 

Love's sheltering arms!) 
Blue is the sea 
And blue the skies, — 
Blue as a baby's laughing eyes 
Since in the future dim, I see 
An inborn hope's maturity; 
And glimpse within love's longing eyes 
A Paradise! 

No more the graves within the grass 
Shall mock my dreaming as I pass ; 
Nor wails the wind, nor moans the sea ; 
Life's meaning is revealed to me ; 
And every gull that wheels and cries. 
And all love's wistful, yearning sighs 
To my glad heart sing lullabies. 
O Mother-bird! Love's final word 
No other by the sea hath heard 
Or dreams the best is yet to be, — 

Save thee and me! 
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LOVE'S WAY 

Pity may reach a helping hand to lift, 
To point the path or mark the upward road ; 
But Love bends low beside a soul adrift, 
Uplifts and carries half the heavy load; 
Then down life's weary way, with pain apart. 
Walks closely hand in hand a little while, — 
With sympathetic, imderstanding heart, 
Until the tear- wet eyes look up and smile ! 



HOPE 

Gray clouds and falling rain, — 
But a bird in the rose-tree singing! 

Sorrow and bitter pain, — 
But a Hope in the heart upspringing! 
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GRAY MIST 

Through a ghost-gray mist on a stormy sea 

A laden ship drifts heavily; 
But what to me the weal or woe 
Of ships that come or ships that go 

If mine come not to me? 

Through a mist of pain on a wild heart-sea 

The barque of Life drifts heavily; 
I mourn, though ships may come or go 
As the years forever ebb and flow, — 
A dream-ship — lost at sea! 



THE GUEST 

I waited for Love at the Door of Life, 

Waited impatiently; 
I turned to my task in the House of Life, 

And lo ! Love came to me ! 



Digitized by 



Google 



41 



CHIU>LESS 

Grod of Mothers, hear my prayer! 
Barren, ashamed, in deep despair 
Within my soul's Gethsemane 

I plead with Thee! 

1 hear a mother singing low 
At eventide a cradle-song ; 

Save in my dreams I may not know, 
Howe'er^I long, 

The joy to feel upon my breast, 
A little head in slumber pressed, 
With touch of clinging finger-tips 
And rosebud-lips. 

Unto the Infinite I cry! 
Love, listening, hears no reply; 
And Hope, dim-eyed with watching long. 
Forgets her song! 
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WOMEN WHO WALK APART 

Breathe a prayer, O ye women who walk apart 

In the way that is straight and true, — 

Breathe a prayer for the souls of the women outcast 

By the curse of the things they do! 

O ye, who are clasping unto your hearts 

The flowers of Love and Trust, 

Turn aside for a moment and say a prayer 

For these who are bowed in the dust 

Of the broad highway that leads to Death; 

Around them are venomous things. 

Where never a whisper of Love is heard 

And memory bums and stings. 

They were even as you at the start of life, 

With beauty more richly endowed; 

And Oh ! how they rise but to fall again. 

Their garment of Hope, — a shroud t 

Ye women who know not such terms as "Men'* 

And "Primitive Passion's sway," — 

Turn aside for a moment to throw the alms. 

The alms of your pity, I pray! 
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INCONSTANCY 

The sun, the wind, the rain, — 
Rain, sun and wind again! 

These three, the passing hours, — 
And lane 
And clover-scented meadow-land 
On every hand, 

Knee-deep with flowers! 

The wind, the sket, the snow, — 
Snow, sleet and wind a-blow ! 
These three, the passing hours, — 
And lo! 
The sudden kiss of Death 
Within the wind's inconstant breath! 
And lane and scented meadow-land 
Denuded stand, — 

Bereft of flowers! 
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WHAT IS IT TO GROW OLD? 

What is it to grow old ? 

Is it to go 
With steps uncertain, slow, — 
To hesitate, take unaccustomed hold 
Upon the hand-rail of the oft-climbed stair? 

What is it to grow old ? 

Is it to know 
That deepening wrinkles show 
Upon the face,— or that the boasted gold 
Of Beauty's crown is gray and thinning hair? 

What is it to grow old? 

It is to go 
More lovingly, though carefully and slow; 
Against the storms to hold 
The mantle of our faith; and at His nod 
Walk comfortably, hand in hand with God! 
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ON A FRIEND'S BIRTHDAY 

Mark not your life by years, dear heart, 

The years are all too few 

To measure e'en the smallest part 

Of sterling worth in you. 

Count each resurgent wave, dear heart, 

Of impulse d€ep and true; 

The sympathetic tears that start — 

The smile that glimmers through 

The sudden mist; count Hope, dear heart, 

And Faith in God above; 

And may you, as the years depart, 

Walk hand in hand with Love ! 
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MY LULLABY SONG 

Deep in my heart, and sacredly sweet, 

Is the tenderest song I know ; 
In my heart it has nestled for years and years, 

And often I whisper it low ! 

I have wanted to sing it aloudv — ^aloud 
That the wide, wide world might hear; 

It is not mine to sing, and I guard it close 
With a prayer, a sigh, a tear. 

Alone in my dreams I have sung the song, 
But, uncomforted, wakened at mom; 

O lullaby-song that I never may sing 
To my babies that never were bom I 
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THE IDLE 

O Eager-for-Life, who its fruitage are grasping 

Before you have planted or watered or tilled I 
O Thirsty-for-Life, who its vintage are quaffing 

Who never its essence by labor distilled! 
O Hungry-for-Life, who its substance are taking 

Where others have guarded and tended the vine! 
O Idle-of-Life ! What return can you offer, 

Who take of Life's fruitage, its bread and its wine? 



MYSTERIES 

A misty light on the breast of night, 
A cry, — a stifled breath; 

Above, afar, glows the evening star. 
On earth, — a birth, a death. 
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ASHES-OF-ROSES 

At dawn the far horizon glows, — 
A dewy, fragrant, crimson rose; 
But hours fly and roses die, 
And in the tender sunset sky 
The twilight-gray discloses 
A shadow-flush of morning's blush, — 
Ashes-of-roses I 

In youth the far horizon glows, — 
Aflush with passion's crimson rose; 
But years go by and love-dreams die, 
And in the tender sunset sky 
Life's twilight-gray discloses 
Love's shadow-flush in memory's hush,- 
Ashes-of-roses 1 
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THE BLESSED ISLE 



The ships on the sea are many, 
The isles of the sea are few ; 

But of all the ships not any 
May bring me a word of you. 

For far on a distant island 
Where fronded palm trees wave, 

You found by a lonely headland 
Your rest in a deep sea-cave. 

The sea of my heart is lonely. 

Yet cradles a blessed isle; 
Where a dream ship brings me only,- 

The memory of your smile! 
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TO EDWIN MARKHAM 

Did he dream as I dream, — 

Watching long, 
To see a ray of promise gleam 

Within his song? 

Did he hope as I hope? — 

Through the bars 
Of limitation blindly grope 

Toward the stars? 

Did he wait as I wait 

For a sign, 
Before he sang, with soul elate, 

His songs divine? 

Or did his spirit at the kiss 

Of Poesy, 
Break from the shrouding chrysalis, 

Strong- winged and free? 
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I know the love of Truth girds 

His soul with flame, 
And flashes from the living words 

That seal his Fame. 

I know my yearning song caught 

From heights divine, 
An earthward echo of his thought, 

And made it mine! 



THE AWAKENING 

A tinted bud on a leafless tree, — 

The low, low note of a wee brown bird; 
A brook that leaps in the meadows free, — 

And the heart of the warm earth stirred! 

A little dream in a lonely breast, — 

The low, low sound of a whispered word; 

A pulse that leaps with a maddened zest, — 
And the heart of a maiden stirred ! 
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PRISONERS 

Within a narrow casement 
A caged canary swings ; 
Of sun and sky and freedom 
It swings and dreams and sings! 

Upon the bird, unseeing, 
A woman's glances rest; 
Her empty arms are folded 
Across a barren breast; 

Her tender face, uplifted, 

A benediction beams. 

Though blind and old^ of Motherhood 

She rocks and smiles and dreams! 
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LOVE'S CROWN 

Oh, love is a rose of morning 
Or a healing evening dew; 

Or a little rift in heaven 
To let the glory through! 

Oh, love is a golden goblet 
Filled with the joy of years; 

Or a red heart-chalice brimming 
With sacrificial tears. 

Oh, love is a pure wind blowing, 
And bearing the breath of life ; 

Or a storm of passion raging 
With elemental strife. 

Oh, love is a sacred temple 
Or a dream-sweet lotus-isle; 

But love's intent is Motherhood, 
Its crown, — a baby's smile! 
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THE MOTHER OF THE NATIONS 
(A Reply to Kipling) 

When the world evolved from chaos, in Creation's pri^ 
mal plan, 

When the Master Mind gave woman to be mother of 
the man. 

Think you that the Great Creator, over all Superior, 

Meant the Mother of the Nations to be man's inferior? 

For a woman's worth is greater than the measure of the 
mind 

That would liken nation-mothers to all female creature- 
kind. 

If the woman must be deadly, it is God's protective plan ; 
For she wages three-fold conflict: for herself, the child, 

and man ; 
Against sin and dark dishonor, braving pain and loss 

and Death, 
Lest desireful lust consume them with its pestilential 

breath; 
Against greed and hateful blood-lust, against passion's 

evil sway. 
Woman battles for her honor in the world-old primal 

way. 
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Hers the strength of rightful living, power to do and 

grace to die ; 
Innate purity her armor when the flame of life bums 

high. 
For man's pain she offers pity; love, for all his wild 

unrest ; 
For his lust, maternal passion for the child upon her 

breast. 
Woman breathes a noble purpose: tender, dauntless, 

true and strong, 
Through the ages ever lifting souls of men from paths 

of wrong. 

Hers the strange, deep sense of instinct, — rich endow- 
ment God hath given, 

That o'erleaps the ripe conclusion for which reasoning 
man hath striven ; 

Instinct that discerns the evil underneath the cloak of 
good, 

Leading woman's soul, unerring, by ways man ne'er un- 
derstood; 

To a nobler plane of living, mounts her spirit ever high- 
er, 

Until gain is lost in giving and mad lust in pure desire. 
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For the betterment of living, woman's earthen-house, — 
a shrine, 

Where for human good and guidance, faith and stead- 
fast love outshine. 

Can a part be any greater than the purpose of the whole, 

Or material gain be measured against purity of soul? 

Equal worth hath seed in flower or the flower within the 
seed; 

May not woman's worth of spirit equal man's material 
deed? 

Emanations of the spirit dominate material things, 

And within a woman's nature lie deep, spiritual springs. 

Since the love of God is broader than the narrow mor- 
tal mind 

Toward the soul created Woman, must the heart of God 
be kind; 

For to her He gives the keeping of the spirit's altar- 
fires. 

And in her He seals the goodness to which human life 
aspires. 
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Can the springing plant be greater than the flower that 
brought the seed 

To its fruitful, ripe completeness? Man may boast of 
mighty deed, — 

All the bards of golden ages have the male's great prow- 
ess sung, — 

While the woman, asking nothing, bares her breast to 
suckle young; 

Gives unheard, unsung, unlettered, all her strength and 
beauty up; 

That her sons may gain the glory, drinks the bitter in 
life's cup. 

Man's, the boast of mighty battle, pride of place and lust 

of earth; 
Hers the sacrificial passion of the rending pains of birth! 
His the victor's ringing plaudits, hers the agonizing loss ; 
His to bear aloft the banners, hers the blood-drops on 

the cross ! 
Is the strength of giving battle to the nations of the earth 
Greater than the strength of travail unto nations giving 

birth? 
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It is now as when from chaos God evolved Creation's 
plan, — 

That the Mother of the Nations is the equal of the man ! 

Room within the council-chamber where the grave law- 
givers meet! 

Near the throne of Abstract Justice woman carves a 
mercy-scat I 

Man may ably hold and govern, but his greatest power 
above — 

Woman's sword of God's own giving, tempered blade 
of primal love. 

December, 1911 



THE DREAMER 
Life lent the Dreamer love and wealth, 

Of each a goodly part ; 
He lost them, but he brought to Life 

An understanding heart. 
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